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As a true Alma Mater, the University of Dayton
proposes to impart knowledge to its students. This
knowledge should be adequate — relative to each
student. . . . This knowledge should be vital; that is,
it should be directed towards promoting the unity of
mankind, which is the only means of having a peaceful
and prosperous world. . . . This knowledge should be
universal; that is, it should be integrated with other

Happiness now and hereafter is dependent upon
personal goodness. The University gives instruction
and does not propose directly to make students good.
However, by teaching truth, and by making it convincing and attractive it hopes that students will be inclined to accept the truth and to live according to it.
The challenge of the University to its students is, —
that learning the true, and seeing goodness in the fac-

fields or courses of instruction.

which go back to Christ, the Founder of Christianity
— they will come to live His way of life more closely;
they will come to greater goodness, and to happiness
in time and eternity; and, by word and example, lead
others to something
higher and better and happier,
making for a Seccta and just world, and a happy
cternity for more and more fellowmen.

Students should come

to know that . . . no one study or course is supreme or
independent . . . Instruction must not be narrow or
provincial. Finally, this knowledge should be supernatural, not always in itself, but it should be related
to man’s ultimate end as made known by true philosophy and Christian theology, and to this end it must
always be subordinated. Students must come to know
in all of their studies that this world and the things
of this world are but means to happiness here and herenitero. 5s 3
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ulty, in fellow-students, in the symbols on the campus,

in the traditions and ideals of the institution — all of

From the Address to the Students
At the First Assembly, September 18, 1945
By the Rev. George J. Renneker,

S.M.

of Daylen
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on the ear it should be worked on
ferociously.

‘Themes and

counter-

themes should be scrutinized care@ By
For

Anruony
music

fully accompanied by mental notes
of admiration for the technique dis-

D. Kriec

lovers

and

others

played.

too.

Variations

on _ themes

should be traced, (just as in a
guessing game), and proper mental

teringly refer to

music

which

is

The last melancholy strains of
Tchaikowsky’s “Pathetique” floated over the large outdoor amphitheatre in Philadelphia, followed by
an enchanted hush. ‘The spell
broke and a_ thunderous ovation
greeted Pierre Montieux and the

cultivated eyebrows arch exquisitely

Philadelphia

Program

been

an

thought,

Orchestra.

enjoyable
one

which

It

evening,
revealed

had

I
the

Orchestra at its best. Montieux
had conducted an all-Russian program consisting of Moussorgsky’s
rousing fantasy “Night on Bare
Mountain,” Stravinsky’s “Classical

strongly descriptive and emotional
as “piogram” music. Their highly
over Bach’s

repetitious

“branden-

burg Concertos” and frown gloweringly

at

the

“1812

music,

we

Overture.”

are

informed

haughtily, is deliberately constructed tor the masses and its appeal
emanates from a sticky sentimental
andante being inserted here, a coy
scherzo

introduced

tingly culminated

there,

all

by a hack

fit-

cres-

Symphony,” and the “Pathetique.”
It was the sort of music I enjoyed

cendo finale. The rabble love it. All
sorts of artificial stimulants are
added
such as bells, gunfire,

and I was

whistles,

somewhat

startled

to

hear the gentleman next to me pro-

claim in a supercilious tone:
ated drivel. Why, doesn’t Montieux occasionally play Bach or
Brahms?”
As I watched the departing figure
dissatisfied

individual,

it

struck me that it was rather a pity

that anyone should allow such a
splendid evening to be spoiled by
a stubborn attachment
to the
would-be principle that the only
true music is the so-called technical
music.
What

is technical

music?

What is program music?
Our

It

is

definitely

“bourgeois.”

“Ah! but technical music —.”

“Program music! Pure unadulter-

of the

etc.

“long haired” brethren tit-

Here
the technical
devotee’s
voice assumes a reverent tone. His
eyes glisten with fanatic) absorp-

tion. He expounds eloquently for
hours on the principles of technique, how Mozart composed innumerable symphonies, all master-

pieces of polyphony, how Beethoven,

while

deaf,

composed

wholly

by means of the rules of technique.
After a two-hour harangue of this

sort, the weary listener gathers the
impression

that music was not in-

tended to be a balm for the tired
soul,

that

it

should

not

relieve

strained nerves by transplanting the

listener into a more peaceful atmosphere.

No!

Once music falls up-

servility rendered to the composer.
It all sounds so_ tiresome!
I have always considered music
and literature as the two most influential

arts, because

of their in-

trinsic characteristics of being easily accessible.

Art, reduced

to its

simpliest definition is any medium
which interprets life. Music is not
a visible art and depends much upon

the

meaning.

emotions

to

impart

its

Why, then, this studied

effort to emulate an anatomist by

dissecting
musical content
as
though it were a lifeless cadaver.
Why probe so sacrilegiously into its
entrails
power.
ing it is
er as a

to discover 1ts motivating
How much more satisfyto accompany the composdevoted friend and enjoy

with him his tales of the conflicts
of life, the hopes, happiness, frustrations, and heartaches of this
mortal world. Indeed the intellig-

ent listener emerges with a better
knowledge and a more thorough
understanding of human values.
I hold no brief with the serious
exponents of technical music.
In
fact, I, myself, enjoy technical
music emotionally if it contains the
basic elements of emotion. Neither do I favor blatant sentiment or

outright melodrama.

It is neither

tasteful

and

nor

creative

reduces

aesthetic values. I protest vehemently, however, against this snob(Continued on Page 5)
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THE
®

GRAVEYARD

Kinc

OF MEN’S

HOPES

though
ter, he
suit.
doll.

Brapow

it was in the middle of winwas wearing only a summer
All he had was this little
When he asked me how

much it was worth, I started to tell

him that he would be lucky to get
a quarter for it. Then he said,

The Pawn-shop

and

The little pawn-shop lay nestled
between two larger, brownstone
buildings. Its wooden
weatherboarding was a dull, nondescript
brown,
obviously unpainted tor
years. The gilt had peeled from the
once-gold balls signifying the nature of the shop and the lettering
on the front windows: was well
nigh illegible. As I looked through
the dingy, unwashed windows, I
saw an amazing variety of objects,
some old, a few new, but all look-

ing

drab

stood

in

there,

this

setting.

in front

As

of tnis

|

little

pawn-shop on a side street not two
hundred feet from the city’s busiest thoroughfare, a certain phrase
kept running through my mind.
I kept remembering the words, “A
pawn-shop is the graveyard of men’s
hopes.” With that phrase mnging
in my ears, I opened the door and

entered.
The interior of the building did
little to change my first impresIt was a little darker and
sion.
dingier, perhaps, but every nook
and cranny was piled high with
odds and ends which lent an air of
to the
disorder and confusion
place. As the door swung shut, a
bell tinkled feebly from somewhere
in the dusk, and an old man walk-

ed haltingly through a door which
I noticed for the first time in the
back wall.
As he moved toward
the

cluttered

counter,

hair and beard stood
surrounding gloom.
“Well,

son,”

he

his

out
said

white

in the
and_

his

voice sounded strangely loud in the
silence

of the

room,

“what

can

I

do for you?”
“l’m looking for
something special.”

a, — a

“T know just what
I’ve been

you

gift,

want.

running

this pawn-shop

for well nigh onto

sixty years now

but all the
Page four

time

I’ve been

doing

that, I've been doing something
else, too.
I’ve been studying human
nature. Almost everything
in here has a story to tell if it
could,

but

that’s

because

of

the

people who walked through that
door. For sixty years I’ve listened
to those stories.
“See this violin here? It has a
story, an interesting story. Just listen. One night 1 was asleep as
usual

in

the

back

room,

there,

when | heard someone pounding
on the front door. Well, [ got up

to see what he wanted and when

I opened the door, there stood a
man in an overcoat and soft felt
hat with a violin case under his
arm. He didn’t say a word but just
pushed his way by me and laid the
case on the counter. Then

he said,

‘I got a violin here, Pop. Give me
twenty dollars for it.’ 1 started to
open the case to look at the instrument but he grabbed my hand
in a vise-like grip and said ‘If you
know what’s good, you'll give me
that twenty and won’t open this

case till morning.’

There

wasn’t

much else I could do, so I gave him
the money and took the case back
and put it under my bed.
You
can believe I didn’t sleep) much
that night and when
morning
finally came, I opened the case
with trembling fingers. There I
found

this

violin,

a

rare

Amati

worth probably a thousand dollars.
Where did it come from? Whose
was it? Who
was the man?
I
never found out. That’s the story,

though.

But it’s not the only story

in this shop.
“Take this little carved figure.
Lift it.
Heavy, isn’t it? I think
it’s carved mahogany.
One day,
just after closing time; a_ little,
dark man came into the shop.
When

he

spoke,

he

had

a

thick

accent, Spanish I believe, and he
used

his hands

quite a bit.

Al-

| still

remember

his

words,

“This image means almost as much
as life itselr to me. It has magic
power to destroy all your enemies.
Give me five dollars tor two days,
and if I do not return, you can
make yourself the most powerful
man in the world. Well, I gave
him his five dollars and he left.
He never came back.
I put the
doll up on the shelf and it has
stayed there ever since.
Oh yes,
I read in the paper a day or so later
that the police had found a man
dead from cold and starvation and
from certain indications they believed that he was a Voodo witch
doctor from Central America. Any
connection? What do you think?
“Of

course,

not

all

the

stories

are dramatic.
Most of them are
just everyday tales that may have
happened to you. ‘ake this ‘tray
of pens and badges. Those things
have been in and out of this place
more times than I can remember.
They belong to the reporters from
the paper around the corner. Every
payday, regular as clock work,
they all come-in and redeem them,
and five days later, also regular as
clock work, they bring them back
and pawn them.
Sometimes they
try to leave just the pen and keep
their badges, but I make them
pawn both because they might
‘forget’ to redeem a fountain pen
but no real reporter would leave his
press badge for good.
“Some of these watches are old
faithfuls too.
I don’t need a calendar to tell when the first of the
month rolls around because half of

the stock goes out, but it all comes
back in a week or two.

Yes,

these

all have stories too, but you aren’t
interested

because

they're

too

commonplace.
“This ring has a history, though.

It may have

belonged to one of

King Arthur’s knights or some bar-

on or duke.
one does.
was,

gotten

he

I don’t know.

No

At any rate, whoever he
was

battle

killed

on

in

some

some

for-

medieval

castle wall and fell into the murky

waters of the moat. The water
finally gave way to mud and then
solid earth, but the knight rested
peacefully. Then, one day, perhaps a farmer caught his plow on
something and discovered the suit
of armor of the knight.
Someone else

looked

in

the

gauntlet,

the iron glove and discovered the
tings this feudal warrior wore into
battle.
Who knows how many
hands it passed through before it
finally landed in this shop, yet here
we have it. All that is left of some
forgotten warrior fighting in some
forgotten battle a thousand years
ago.
“Over here’s another war trophy.
Perhaps you’ve seen one of tnese
before. It’s an Iron Cross, presented personally by Hitler to one of
his favorita generals for ‘extreme
valor in the service of the Fatherland’ This Cross was probably
present at some of the greatest German triumphs, but what is it now;

a mere lump of metal. It was
brought in here by a soldier. He
used

his left hand,

his only hand.

He took this medal from the gen-

eral when he captured him and
brought it back as a trophy. Something to hang on the mantlepiece
to prove to everyone that he was
a great hero. He had a war trophy,
though. One that he couldn’t get
rid of.

In two weeks, he couldn’t

stand it around him any longer, so
here it is. Just a souvenir.
“Do you see this little trinket
here? [ wouldn’t sell this for a
million dollars. It has a different
story than any other thing in this
shop..
You see, everything else
here represents the end of someone’s hopes, someone’s
desires,
sometimes someone’s life. This is

different. This represents the beginning. It’s like this. Years ago,
there was a boy who used to work
for

me

around

the

shop.

He

swept the floor, waited on customers sometimes, and helped out in
general. He was about nineteen or
twenty years old but thin as a
toothpick. He had a nervous hack-

ing cough, too.

Well, one day, a

doctor told him that he had tuberculosis.

The doctor said, too, that

he would have to go out to Arizona
or New Mexico. That was almost
the

death

sentence

on

Dick,

be-

cause he had used most of his
money, and he didn’t have much to

begin with. He got enough together to get there, though, and
he found a place to live with the
Indians. They taught him how to
work with silver and showed him
how to make Indian trinkets. He
learned the trade well enough to
start a shop of his own and he sent
me the first thing he turned out.

That really was the beginning for
Dick because now he is the head

of a company

that does nothing

but make and sell Indian’ silverware. Yes, this is an unusual story
for a piece in a pawnshop.”

As I had been listening to the
old man, the shadows had been
growing longer and the dim and
dusty interior of the little shop had
been deepening in dusk. I had
been so carried away by his stories
that I had forgotten why I had
entered the little door in the first
place. A momentary pause, though,
reminded me and I said, “But sir,

about the gift. It’s getting late,
you know and... .”
“Ah, yes, son,” he said.

just the gift
lacquer fan
from China
bellion. A
flaming red
match

“I have

over here. This is a
that was brought here
during the Boxer Rebig, husky sailor with
hair and a beard to

brought

this

in

one

day.

“What am I bid for this beautiful
fan?’ he asked. I told him what I

After I had made my choice and
stepped into the deepening twilight, I stopped and looked back
at the little pawn-shop. The gathering dusk seemed to lay a protective mantle over the shop as if nature herself had charge of opening and closing the tiny door. Yet,
as I turned my back on the quiet
side street and walked toward the
noisy thoroughfare, I was more convinced than ever that “a pawn-shop
is the graveyard of men’s hopes.”
DO
THE
“LONG
HAIRS”
HAVE IT?
(Continued from Page 3)

bish proclamation of the pseudointelligensia that true music appreciation is attained only through understanding of technique, and that
the bulk of music lovers who know
nothing of harmony, counterpoint,
etc, are excluded from enjoying the
Olympian heights.
Because a man does not care for
the music of Bach, Brahms or

Beethoven does not necessarily put
him in the category of an uncultured plebeian. Yea, how often, I
have heard their praises extolled
simply because it was felt that such
sentiments indicated a man of musical distinction — a technician.

Again, I say music is an art and
not a science. Music was created
for beauty and enjoyment.

It can

be a powerful and strong influence in molding a country’s way of
life,

its culture,

its thought.

In

these troubled days when scientists
probe the earths elemental energies for weapons of war, and humanity trembles uncertainly on the

would give him and he said, ‘Just

brink of a fearful tomorrow, it of-

the price of a bottle of whiskey.
Sold, me heartie.’ After he left. I
looked at the fan clover and saw
the perfect design and the beautiful workmanship. For whose hand
do you suppose it was made?

that way.

“Here’s

something

might appeal

to you.

opera glasses made

else

A

that

set

of

for one of the

biggest oil millionaires in the country.

He had used them once after

they were delivered in 1929. He
came in here after he had been
wiped out in the crash. This was
pawned two weeks before he committed suicide.”

fers a harbor of retreat from worldlv strife and anxiety, a refuge of
beauty and character. Let’s leave it
PRESIDENT OF THE
WOMEN STUDENTS
Miss Ada Kay Bomford, has been

elected president

of the

women

students of the University. She is
a senior in the liberal arts college,
president of Gamma Chi, Women’s Chorus, and editor of the Exponent. She came to the Univers-

ity from from Wilbur Wright High
School

in Dayton.
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A

LETTER

science. She said it was so funny
she just couldn’t keep it to herself.

In the first place
About a trip to the opera in the
Cincy Zoo
@ By Joan CuLBERTSON

Dear Char,
Boy, do I feel important! Maybe
youll think I’m silly, but I just
can’t help it. Ever since I can re-

The

member,

us, and said that Miss
would see us at 1:00.

my ambition

has been

to

talk to Jeanette MacDonald. ...
and this summer I did it! Let me
tell you all about it.
Marj and I went to Cincinnati to
see Jeanette MacDonald in Romeo
and Juliet.
It was her Summer
Opera debut at the Cincy Zoo. |
think everyone in Ohio had the
same idea ....not that it was
crowded, but it surely was a good
thing we took those walkie-talkies
so we could keep track of each
other.
We had a wonderful selection of
seats - - park benches by the monkey cages or bleacher seats. ‘The
management

was

very

considerate,

though. They furnished peanuts
with the park bench seats .. . . you
couldn’t see or hear the opera from
there so you might as well be entertained by the monkeys.
With
the bleacher seats they gave oxygen
masks.
We took the bleachers,
cause Marj is allergic to monkeys.
I won't say we were up high, but I
forgot to duck a plane that was flying around. Now I’m the only
gitl in Dayton with a G.I. haircut.
After the opera we went to Jean-

ette’s dressing room. It took us so
long to climb down from the
bleachers that when we got backstage all the other fans had left
. in fact Jeanette had left too!
First thing next morming we
went to the florists. As you know,
we're sorority sisters of Jeanette’s,
and our chapter wanted to send her
some flowers. We were very unhappy because we hadn’t seen

Jeanette after the opera, so we decided

to

take the

Miss

West,

Jean-

throw

us

just us.

and

our

flowers

was almost too much
a

few

out,

or

She asked to talk to one of

moments

MacDonald
‘The shock

for us!

before

we

Just
were

preparing to be thrown out of the
hotel, and now

here we

were with

an appointment to see Jeanette!
First thing we did was to grab
a newspaper. We had to read the
criticisms of the opera, ‘cause from
our perch in the bleachers we
really hadn’t seen a thing .. . . and
we did want Jeanette to think we
were intelligent.
At exactly 1:00 we were at the
door of Jeanette’s suite. All of a
sudden we started feeling like a
couple of bobby-soxers hot on Sinatra’s trail . . . . thrilled and scared
to death at the same time! But we
finally gathered enough courage to
knock on the door, and Miss West

let us in. She took us to the sitting room ....and
there was
Jeanette! ‘The minute we saw her
we forgot that we had ever been
scared.
(I guess we expected to
find her in a glass case with a lot
of cops around, or sumpin’.)
She
was sitting in an easy chair looking
up at us. She wore a white pique

dress trimmed in kelly green, white
playshoes, and a white bandana
around her hair. I don’t know if
it was the way she was dressed, or
the way she smiled at us, but it
seemed as if we had known her
always.
We talked about

the opera,

and

we told her how beautiful her costumes were. (They were designed
by. Adrian - - it said so in the
paper.) Then we said we'd never
heard her sing better. (We got that

from the paper, too.) She asked if

the lobby just in case
walk through.

we had noticed anything wrong in
the third act.
My gosh! We

got to the hotel about 11:30,

couldn’t even see it, let alone notice anything wrong! At least we

sit around
she might
and

to her

called

We were going to

hotel ourselves.

We

flowers

clerk

ette’s secretary, to see if he should

took
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the

flowers

to

the

desk.

could

say

“no”

with a clear con-

Romeo

had

new costumes he was wearing for
tne first time. The one he wore
for the death scene snapped on,
and when he started to sing the
snaps started to pop. Jeanette said
that all thru the last act they were
frantically trying to hold his clothes
on! ‘Then Juliet very dramatically
grabbed the bottle Romeo had
taken the poison from and threw
it on the stage. She was so worried about Komeo’s clothes that
she misjudged her own strength
and when

she threw it, it broke in

a million
didn’t make
till it came
herself. She

pieces.
Course, that
too much difference
time for her to stab
stood there with that

knife in her, and looked around the

stage

for

wouldn’t

a

place

to fall

so

get cut by the

she

broken

glass. She found a safe place, collapsed, dragged herself over to Romeo, and then came the payoff!
She took poor dying Romeo in her
arms

for

the

final

embrace,

and

Romeo’s wig caught on the sequins
of her costume.
He’d try to fall
back

and

die,

but

he

couldn’t

move! Jeanette said she could see
herself dead on the stage with
Romeo’s wig on her shoulder! But

they both
loose,

and

pulled,
Romeo

the wig
and

tore

Juliet died

in a shower of sequins. She said
she was never so glad to see that

curtain come down in all her life!
We

had

tea,

and

talked

about

everything under the sun. Even if
she does sing long hair stuff all the
time, she’s no square! In fact she
just finished learning “One Meat
Ball” ‘cause so many G. I.’s_ re:
quested it on her camp shows.
I
guess she thought we didn’t believe
her, so she sang it for us.

She and

‘Tony Pastor should get together!
I must admit I wasn’t particularlv impressed by all these articles
about how wonderful she is. I figured she just had a good _ press
agent. But believe me, she’s evervthing they say she is and more.
When Mari and I left the hotel
four hours later, we felt like we
were old buddies of Jeanette’s.
I call her

Mac,

and

she

calls

me

I - beg - your - pardon - but - what
- Was - your - name - again?
JO

SITTING

ON

AN

ATOMIC

BOMB

The one thing that was missed
mostly in Oak Ridga was the
cameia.
Rules said that no one

© By Jutta Mare WEnpr

was to describe the Area, draw it on

A Trip to Tennessee

tics to anyone — hence the camera
was ruled out even though the pencil remained. I believe everyone

paper or otherwise disclose its
whereabouts or physical characteris-

Have you ever sat on an atomic
bomb? Well neither have I, but

I have lived for seven months in

Oak Ridge, Tennessee, one of the

birthplaces of the atomic bomb
which is almost the same as sitting
atop it.

Oak Ridge was just like any
other small city the main difference being that no one had ever
heard of it, read of it or cared about

it — except the 75,000 population.
Since the atomic news of the atomic bomb

has been

released,

Oak

Ridge has come into its own, now
rated the fifth largest city in the
state of Tennessee.

On any Government project you

like

a

giant

kaleidoscope.

New

buildings seemed to go up_ overnight. A new building project

seemed always underway,

such

as

the building of extra dormitories to

accomodate the growing population, a new wing to the hospital, or
secret construction carried on behind closed and barred gates.
One did not guess out loud or
voice an opimon orally about what
he thougut was being done with
tue Area. More tnan once people
have been denied employment be-

tore they began work because during processing they asked their interviewer what kind of work was
being done and what his job would
consist of.

are bound to find a mixture of per-

sonalities and professions, but even
more so in Oak Ridge. It was very
likely that you ate across the table
from a great and honored doctor
without knowing who he was. As
far as you were concerned he was
just one of the pebbles on the
beach like yourself. One could
never tell if he was talking to a laboratory technician or a scientist of
great renown because of the secre-

cy of true names of important persons.
Most of the people who worked
there came not from a_ patriotic
duty (my personal opinion) but
looked at it from a monetary standpoint, which incidentally was a
good standpoint.

On

the

One did not wonder at the
strange happenings that went on
about him. if an explosion rocked
the house - - mum - - don’t ask questions. After the first
wave of wondering about the place
you had decided to work at, the
desire

passed.

There

many other things to think about
such as starting new clubs, swim-

ming, nightly dances, bowling, tennis, ping pong, recorded concerts,
and a New York road concert once

every month.
Besides that there
was Nurses’ Aide work to be done,
shows to go to and beautiful mountain scenery to look at from one
of the many cliff points scattered
throughout the area.
There were always the week-ends
too, when practically 75,000 people
decided to get out of Oak Ridge

for a short vacation.
say pioneering

too

other

hand there were many there for
the adventure and pioneering life
offered.
When I

were

I refer

to the fact that it was a new and
virgin country built up in the space
of only two years time.
During

the seven months I spent there
the area was constantly changing

Driving in

to Knoxville on Saturdays to shop
at some of the smart stores, trips
to Oakdale after the liquid) that

keeps Tennessee from being truly a
dry state, and jaunts to Gatlinburg,

“The Gateway to the Smokies.”

would
place,
tion.
atomic

have liked to describe the
but truly it defies descripNow that Oak Ridge and tne
bomb have been released

the magazines and newspapers have

attempted to draw mental pictures
of it tor the general public and reproduce photographs of the locality, but those of us who have ac-

tually lived there realize .that to
know and visualize Oak Ridge
properly, you must go there yourself.

It takes a strong character to live
in a place like this. You live alone
in a dormitory room just large
enough to change your mind in, eat
every day in a cafeteria whose
tasteless food soon becomes drudgery to eat, take long bus rides to
and from work every day, six days
a week, suffer the inconveniences
of constant rain in the winter and
dust so thick you can scarcely
breath in the summer and still
come up smiling.
If you even have the chance to
see Oak Ridge, by all means go
for the education of it, but be sure
to take your rubbers and raincoat,

gas mask, and swimming suit.
Meee
ANNUAL

RETREAT

The annual retreat for the
Catholic students of the University was held on October 8,
9, 10, closing on the morning of
October 11. Three sermons were
given a day and the rosary devotions were held daily during the retreat

in

the

afternoon.

Father

John Costello of the Fort Wayne
diocese was the retreat master. He
is a graduate of the University of
Dayton

of the class of 1908

and

he has been on the mission band
for the Fort Wayne diocese for
many years.
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My first and foremost thought
in going to college is to receive a
broader education. I have been out
of school for seven years, three of
which I spent in the Armed Forces
of the United States. Another
three years were spent doing oftice
work in a local tactory with no
chance for advancement.
‘That is
why I decided to seek a_ greater
knowledge of business and business
administration.
—Ricwarp Ha.
I am returning to college to obtain an education whereby [ might
maintain a better position in hte.
Having a few more years of experience than most I can see the
advantages of education and that
the man with the education is being constantly moved ahead while
the man without an education 1s
liable to be stuck on the same job
year after year.
—CHARLES KOHLER

in a small

born

I was
town

—

a town

foreign

full of ignorance,

poverty and prejudice — and |
want to free myself from such an
inheritance and that is why [ am
going to college.
—l.RNEsT W. SEARLES
I am attending college here in
Dayton because there are certain
of _ living
standards
ideals and

which I have decided to pursue.
—DonaLp

ever it is quite different. I am not
compelled to go to college. With
some the motive for going to college is rather vague while with
others

the

motive

is very

definite,

but each student is looking fot
some kind of improvement.
—E,UGENE VERRETT

that here in the United States, the

I believe women should use every
possible opportunity through
college education to make their lives

happicr, fuller, more

A person cannot always help it if
he is poor but I think that a lot of
people can help it if they are ignorant. It is true that a college education costs money but others have
worked their way through college
and there is no reason why people
cannot do it today.
—JOSEPH JEFFRIES

best country in the world, I can
learn things that in my country |
cannot even see.

—Ricarvo

intellectually

satisfying.
—MartAn

SCHAEFER

I was interested in radio when in
high scheol but I had to go in the
army and I was unable to get an
education.
Now I am going to
college to become educated in my
line of work which is radio.
If
you happen to be around any of
the football games at the University of Dayton stadium you will find
me perched here at the controls of
our Remote sending the games
over WHIO to fans that were 1nable to attend the game.
—Carro_t Borders

one of Uncle Sam’s G. I. Joes, and

after obtaining a vast wealth of experience. Why am I back to such
a dull

life?

Well,

it

because

in

world in army life I have obtained
an appreciation of the benefits
of education. An educated man is
enabled to enjoy, help and_ serve
society.
—Joun McGarry
College life intrigues me.
—PuyLuis

KEEFER

Werk

Some years ago I graduated from
high school in that most beautiful
island of Puerto Rico. I worked at
difierent jobs until I went to the
army but I was always hoping that
I would some day go to school.
Now that the war is over I have

decided to enter the University of
Dayton. Being away from the discipline of books for a while will
make it difficult for me but the
effort will be very much worth
while if I can achieve my goal.
—Louis G. CINTRON
Some folks go to college because
it is what the family expects and
wants;

Back to school after knocking
around the world for three years as

meeting the various peoples of the

WALKER

The Latin Americans here at the
University of Dayton want to learn
another language.
One
of the
teachers told me the other day that
learning a new language is similar
to adding a new personality to
oneself. Another reason why I am
in an American college, is because

a kind

of tradition.

Others

follow an inner voice which wiil
not be stifled till it is answered.
People feel that somewhere, some
place there is a niche for them.
‘That is how I feel and I want to

go to school so that I can

take

my place in that niche.
—WARREN CONARRAE
On the day of registration I
walked down the corridor of the

first floor of St. Mary’s Hall and

looked at the pictures of scores of
U.D. alumni. I wondered if some
day my likeness would appear there
somewhere with the class of 1949.
—Cnartes Harr

After the experience of the army,
I entered
cause

I was

the
sent,

grade
and

school
also,

beI im-

agine, because there was a certain
amount

of curiosity which

my interest in school.
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aroused

Now how-

college life will do more good than

As I walked through

the beauti-

one imagines because he is in the

ful park of the University on reg-

position to realize
of study.

istration day I heard the birds singing in the trees and they at least

—ALBERT

the importance

SCHNEIDER

helped

me to keep my

mind off

the dreadful thoughts of register
ing, studying and passing tests.
~ WILLIAM

ForrMaAN

lasting. As I returned to the school
from day to day it took on an aspect of being familiar, like relations in a strange town.

First impressions are important
and in my case the first isnpression

of U.D. made me see mary of the
possibilities of a wonderful and in-

When classes started I was not
greeted by stuffy college “profs”
but by men who were friendly and

sug-

understanding. At first they outlined a plan of work that seemed
staggering for a mere freshman, but
as they talked on they made me
want to work to achieve my goal.
I believe that despite my first misgivings I will enjoy U.D. very
much.
—Wi1uaM P. Ossorn

On the day that I registered
there was a little voice in me somewhere that seemed to say to me:
“You better watch yourself, John,
because this a pretty big moment
in your life. You might be doing
the wrong thing. Once you get into the hallowed halls of the University, who knows how long it

dents in St. Mary’s Hall (I discovered later that they were sophomores) immediately decreased my
meager bank roll by one dollar and
fifty cents. ‘They also slapped a
couple of books in my face and
without the slightest explanation
hung a tag around my neck. The
entire procedure left me complete-

will take you to get out again; may-

ly stunned, but after registration

teresting college education.

I was

very much pleased by the friendly
atmosphere on the campus and extra-curricular

activities

were

gested to me when the dear kind
sophomores announced their plans
for my future well-being or otherwise.
—Georce D. Moore

On

be four years, maybe six years if
something goes wrong. You will
probably be surrounded by a bunch
of long-faced professors who will
come day after day, call on you by
a number and give you examinations and then walk out. Yes, you
had better watch out.”
But I
found out it is not like that.
—Joun GravaTo
The friendliness of the campus
makes you feel not like an outsider
looking in and wishing that you belonged to the University and the
campus life, but like an insider
waiting to help others adjust them-

selves to their new
life.

adventure

of

—Mary Ann SHAw

When I first arrived at the University of Dayton I was not really

impressed by the atmosphere of the
campus.

rather

Everything seemed to be

dingy

and

quiet.

Having

just arrived in Dayton from New
England, the theoretical center of
culture in the United States, I was

rather disappointed when the college did not come up to my expectations. But in this case, however,

first

impressions

were

not

registration

day

some

stu-

I

ing a paper tag around the neck
but it all adds up to fun. The
buildings with their antiquity was
also a question in my mind. But
the buildings are not the educational aims of the school. It is
what is offered inside of these old
buildings that counts.
—ARMAND

MEACHAM

When I arrived at the University the first boy that I met was a
Latin American. I was surprised
agreeably because I thought I
might be the only Latin American
here. On the way to the dormitory
we met some American boys who
saluted us as if we were old friends.
This same friendly salutation was
given by all the boys, thus making
me fee] at home.
—Camito Ropricues Monrcrtr

x
x
FLYERS’ HANGAR
For the eotertainment of the
students the Flyer Hangar was es-

realized the scheme of things and
that U.D. will be a good place in
which to live and a_ wonderful

first and third Sunday evenings of
each month there will be a dance

school for work and study.

for the

—Rosert GARDNER

from

“Hey, you” I heard from the end
of the corridor. As the words sank
into my gray matter I dreaded turning around,

I knew

that I would

be facing one of those huge sophomores. After ruining my pride
with pale face and stringy hair and
measuring

the

cafeteria

with

tablished at the Loretto.

a

hair pin I began to wonder if this
place was an institution of learning
or just an institution.
But then
after all this I am thankful for the
peacefulness of the class room. It
is a consolation to see standing be-

fore us our kind instructor. I guess
he appears so because as yet he has

no reason to look otherwise. Since
] am a native of Dayton I did not
anticipate my first days at UD.
I
did not realize how much social
life and how much serious study
there is on the inside of this school.

students

eight

to

at

On

the

eleven.

the

Loretto

Eleanor

Kurtz is the chairman of the dance
committee and the music will be

furnished by Al Sprauer and his orchestra. Members of the University Mothers’ Club will act as chaperones and the faculty advisers are
Sister Agnes Immaculata, dean of
the women and Father Edmund

Baumeister.

The student commit-

tee in charge of programs consists
of Allan Braun, Madeleine Unger,

Bonnie Winckelman, Joe Mori,
Mary Cotterman, Patty Justice,
William Gregor, Kay Ens, Joan
Hussey,

Kenneth

Trimbach,

McDonough, Virginia
and Marjorie Crutcher.

Pat

Johnston,

I have to admit it is fun.
—Mary

WOLFLEY

I thought it was a very silly idea
to walk around the campus weating a large orange bow tie and havPage nine

BROTHER
The

University

of Dayton

suf-

fered a severe loss in the death of
Brother Matthias Haas on June 5.
For some weeks before his death he
was not in the best of health but

no one suspected that his indisposition was the beginning of the serious

illness

within

the

that

caused

his death

space of a week.

Brother Haas was born in Chicago fifty-seven years ago. He entered the Society of Mary in 1906
when he made his first religious
profession. He taught in St. Xavier parochial school in Cincinnati
and in Holy Trinity _ parochial
school in Dayton before he came
to the University of Dayton in
1912.
From that time till his

death he was on the faculty of the
University.
From the very beginning of his
long stay at the University Brother
Haas was a teacher in the department of chemistry. In 1926 he
was given a four-year leave of absence during which time he obtained his doctorate in chemistry at the

University of Pittsburg.
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In 1938

he

was

MATTHIAS
named

dean

HAAS,

of the

S.M.

school

of engineering. ‘lhe wartime conditions in the colleges added many
burdens to the normal duties of the
engineering
dean,
and_
Brother

Haas cooperated
ment

in the

the

govern-

establishment

with

of sev-

eral government-sponsored education projects at the University of
Dayton.
He held membership in
the following professional organizations: The American Chemical Society, The Society for the Promotion of Engineering Education, and

The Engineers’ Club of Dayton.
Among the Marianist members
of the faculty of the University
Brother Haas was one of the most
loved men on the campus. His attractive personality, his calm, unruffled disposition, his willingness
to be of assistance to faculty and
students at all times, and his deeply religious outlook on life . . these
are the qualities that literally drew
people to him. Then the students
of his department had full confidence in his solving of all their
academic problems.
Perhaps one
of the qualities that we all admired

most in him was_ his sincerity.
When he spoke every one knew
that he meant just what he said
without any subterfuge or ulterior
‘Truly his passing is a
motive.
most serious loss to the University
of Dayton. We miss that cheerful
smile, that good example to walk
in the paths of the religious life
which he gave so pleasantly. We
are all better men, we hope, for
having lived with him. There is
still a pang in the heart of those
whom he left behind) and who
spent a score of years with him
here at U.D., a pang that is revived
every time his name is mentioned.
He lies at rest in the cemetery
here on the campus where so many
other Marianists are waiting the
final call. He is gone but he will
be held in sacred memory by hundreds of students and faculty that
knew him as a well-nigh perfect
teacher,

a friend,

a counselor,

and

a fellow religious. May the eternal
light of heaven shine upon him and
may
his soul enjoy everlasting
peace.

THE

GOLD

STAR

HOPE

I saw it in your window as I passed by today,
A gold star where a silver one used to be;
O mother of sorrow you have lost your son!
A temple of God has been destroyed,
But it will not be rebuilt in three days
As His was nineteen centuries ago —
Not in three days nor three years nor three ages,

A ball of fiery redness
Before me, straight ahead
Beyond this gloom and darkness.
Could a soul still hang like lead?

Never in the lives of men!

‘They sparkled the dew of the morning

Your boy is gone;
‘The boy for whom you suffered
The agonizing pains of childbirth,
The little boy you so proudly watched
Grow from a child to handsome young manhood,
‘The boy you cried for when he first skipped off
To school,

The boy who came storming in from play,
His pockets filled with marbles he had won;
This object of your tenderest affection is gone.
Remember how you watched over him
When pneumonia almost took his life?
Your prayers stayed death’s hand.
Remember how he used to come to you with all
His little hurts to have you kiss and
Make all well?
Remember that queer lump in your throat

When he wore his first pair of long trousers?
Yes you remember — ‘That’s all you have now —
Memories!
Memories that rend your heart with sorrow;
The light of your life has been snuffed out,
Darkness prevails!
‘The rulers and men of state have taken him
And given you a gold star in his place.
*

*

*

*K

*

*

*

But Some One Else has taken him,
And he lives — he lives!
That indestructable something that makes
Him your son lives on in a bright, new
World where peace and happiness reign —
Your sacrifice was not made

in vain,

Somewhere his spirit shines myriads of times
Brighter than the gold star in your window!
—JosepH Hiccrns

‘The rays were bright and
From the glorious sunrise;

dazzling

To look like a million eyes.
The sky was bright blue above me,
The grass was green on the ground,
Myriads of God’s loving creatures
Were praising Him all around.

The trees in the orange of their greenness
Stood straight and solid in sod.
‘The birds with their twittering voices
Were hymning their love of God.
‘The
Here
Was
In a

water that waved to the seashore,
along at my feet,
lauding its God forever
way that it thought meet.

With such crystalline beauty around me

My spirit forgot its lead;
It lifted with

ease and assurance,

There was joy for me ahead.
—Wituiam

A.

Scumitt

Ho
RS
IN THE HALL....
I am studying this psychology to increase my mentality
But so far I have learned nothing at all,
it could be some people who always disturb me

Or it could be the girl in the hall.
Now the girls around me, they cause me
And they will let me study in peace,
But then I stare through the door and see
Just the cute little girl who stands in
So when the bell rings I dash out of the
And I am so disappointed on reaching
For that cute little girl who stood at the
Is nothing but a picture that hangs on

no trouble
nothing at all
the hall.
door
the hall,
door
the wall.

—By Epcar ALLEN Dawson
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These things shall be a loftier race
Than e’er the world hath known shall rise,
With flame of freedom in their souls,

The light of knowledge in their eyes.

An American would give up his life only for something that was more dearly beloved than his existence
on this earth. His cause in this war was to give the
world peace. No other cause. He never gave up the
hope that this time we have learned what we must
do. We must be surer of nothing than that as a nation we have sought for the right and have seen what
it is. We must have learned that to achieve international peace, there must be freedom of exchange, mutual agreements on international law achieved through
nations united. The powerful elements of each nation have been forged, molded in the intense heat of

in the world.

Admit that behind this war have been evil things
— greed, desire for power, all the love of materiality
that the Judas Iscariots have plotted with, all the sensualism of the unbelieving. But do not let them say
that young men died because of men like those, imputing the noblest of actions to the meanest of motives. If they died because of man, let it be that Man
who walked on earth nineteen centuries ago, that Man
who brought the light of brotherly love to a world He
knew would one day cherish it. ‘That Light has never
flickered, but the men have turned into devious paths.

And now, the men have trapped themselves with
the inevitable.

‘The Divine Hand, moving in a mys-

terious way, has brought us up to our ultimate challenge.

are

Either we reach out and accept the truth or we

tumbled
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down

to

the bottomless

pits,

MATSON

IsABEL

KLOPF

through the ages, shrieking our guilt. Either this is
peace, or it is annihilation, ror another war will resolve
us into the “dead moon revolving about an inditterent
sun.
‘Therefore, we must not let anyone say that youth
was slaughtered meaninglessly. We are part of youth
and we shall speak up tor it.
“Listen to us, you doubters and bewildered of
sense, we would not die tor anything except for a high
purpose such as preserving the life ot a fellow man. We
would not give up this sweet life of struggle and triumph except for the triumph passing that of this
world. ‘That is the vision of mankind living and working as one family to make His hope come true !”
Look upon Sion the city of our solemnity; thy
eyes shall see Jerusalem a rich habitation, a tab>?

Don’t believe what they are telling you. To let
them say that this was a war fought tor greed, money,
and politics is the most horrible thing human. lips
could utter. If your brothers or your sweetheart or
your husband fell in the awful hell of battle for nothing more than greed or political desire then all of us
might just as well have died with them.

a war fought for peace—everywhere

ANNE

reeling

ernacle that cannot be removed;

neither shall the

nails thereof be taken away for ever, neither shall
any of the cords thereof be broken.
Because only there our Lord is magnificent: a
place of rivers very broad and spacious streams: no

ships with oars shall pass by it, neither shall the
great galley pass through

it.

For the Lord is our judge, the Lord is our lawgiver, the Lord is our king: He will save us.

Isaias 33:20-22
—Apa Kay Bomrorp

REQUESTS

eae
FROM

ee
THE

EDITORS

‘There is nothing we should like more than to have
a provoking column of Letters to the Editor, - - complaints, criticisms, suggestions, views. Drop letters in
the box in the U.D. Post Office. Literary contributions are also welcomed heartily and may be proffered
in the same way.

We have an idea, too, that it would be very interesting and

informative to publish short biographies

of each returned veteran studying at U.D.

If there is

one who would object to this please submit your name

and be assured that we shall respect your objection.
—AKB

THE

HUMAN

a lot of things.

MOSS

“I thank my Heavenly Father for every

Laughter is a good foundation.

armor.

to forgive all things and to enfold the whole

world with a blessing.”

We hope that this is the idea that is deep in the
of every veteran. We hope that every veteran
at the U. of D. will know that we sincerely welyou, and that we understand your problems and
hopes.

pending on you for a lot of things. ‘The most important of which is, don’t hide your feelings in your heart.
Oh, talk if you want to. Be gay, be clever, but when

to your real feelings, be honest.

One other thing. We want to learn about courage from you. We're depending on you for that.
We

understand

you.

We

want

it stressed

that

we understand you.
For instance when you were on the battlefield, or
a beach,

or behind

a torpedo,

. ..

. the world

was

spinning.We think we know how you felt. It was a
feeling of aloneness in a kind of dark. It was a looking
up at the big sky, and it didn’t seem to care. It didn’t

know your troubles and it didn’t feel your pains. It
was serene and far away. It’s a funny thing how you
come to feel about things that are far away.
Like your friends that were in the States. If you
ever thought they were lucky and you ever thought
. let us tell you they weren't.
they were safe, .
’Cause every fellow has his heartaches. Every fellow
will trip over trouble, . . . somewhere, sometime.
still
And
that
find

If you were to look
find very few who
if you listen to the
will be like a warm
you're not alone, ..

the world over soldier, you'd
hadn’t suffered in some way.
people, you'll find something
treasure in your hand. You'll
. . in any kind of sorrow.

Laughter is your

It is one of the things that you will have that

will make it easier for all of your dreams to come
true. You have to be careful how you use it. But
we'll give you a hint, always remember that laughter
is a kind of human moss to hide the scars.
—ANNE MATSON

ee
IN MEMORIAM

Suppose we start by telling you that we're de-

it comes

And you're

going to have to laugh when you don’t feel like it.

manifestation. I thank Him for all expert
ences, be they sweet or bitter, which help me

heart
here
come
your

You have an upward climb ahead of

You have a great deal to fight back.

you.

WHEREAS,

the departure from

our midst

of Brother Matthias E. Haas, S.M., Ph. D. has left

a vacancy in the administration and teaching staff
of the College of Engineering, it is fitting that
we record our sorrow for this loss and likewise
our appreciation of his generous service and able
leadership; and
WHEREAS, for thirty-nine years as a member of the Society of Mary and as an educator
devoted to the education of youth, his life reflected high honor upon both the Society of
Mary and the University, and left a memory
which remains an inspiration to those who knew
him;

and

WHEREAS,

member

of the

for

twenty-eight

religious

years

community

as

of

a

the

University of Dayton, he endeared himself to his
fellow-Brothers by his charity and_ kindness
which were enhanced by an affable disposition,

by his manifest talents so unobtrusively employed,
especially his pleasing voice, which was used for
singing the praises of God and for the edification and delight of his confreres; and

WHEREAS, for seven of those years as Dean

ber, “it takes dust and heat and tears and blood to pro-

of the College of Engineering, he spent himself
in co-ordinating engineering courses to meet the
demands of industry, government, and the armed
services, so that we may truly say his unseen gold
star was richly merited; therefore, be it
RESOLVED, that this expression of appreciation—a tribute to a worthy life and a wide influence—be entered upon the minutes of the

vide April’s sweetness.”

University faculty meeting; and be it further

And we think you'll learn a lesson too.

Maybe

you were on Guam or Okinawa, or in Germany. No
matter WHAT happened there, . . . . always remem-

Our last thought

is this.

Soldier, you

know

by

now that it’s easier to slide downhill than to climb up,
that it’s easier to cry than to laugh, that it’s easier to

give in to a lot of things than to fight back. But now
you're going to have to take the hard way out of

RESOLVED,

be sent to members

that copies

of this Resolution

of the immediate

our

departed

Brother Matthias

who

spent himself in God’s

family of

E. Haas,

service and

S.M.
in the

service of man.
Tue CoMMITTEE

ON RESOLUTIONS
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We.
é

CULLEN

WOMEN’S
A PLEA

FOR

UNITY

With the beginning of each school year there comes
an awakening ot interest in the question of sororities.
Current publications devote a wealth of space to discussing the subject pro and con. We, here at the
University of Dayton, are not faced with this problem
for the University neither approves nor recognizes any
official sororities on the campus. ‘To some this may
appear a crying shame to deny the women students
the prestige and social uplifting that inevitably accompanies membership in a Greek letter sorority. A
deeper look into the subject denies this fallacy.
Three

hundred

strong,

the

women

constitute

an

influence upon this campus as never before. Presidencies of the best known organizations on the campus are held by women.
Our opinions will undoubtably be felt strongly in the approaching class elections
even if ancient traditions keep women from monopolizing the offices. Consequently the only sorority we
need to uphold our prestige is the sisterhood of women
students. Standing together as a united group we are
invincible and if we pledge ourselves to the highest
traditions of the university we can contribute to the
upholding of her highest standards.
To keep unity within our own group it is necessary
that certain conditions be remedied.
Cliques of

students that have been formed to the detriment of
this necessary unification must realize their responsibility to sister students and be willing to sacrifice
somewhat their personal preferences for mutual good.
But you say, I went to high school with these girls —

I know them and like them.

I can only remind you

of a little verse that I once learned,
“You must make new friends,
the old.
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but

don’t

forget

EDITOR

Rira

The new are silver but
Suppose we just say that silver
vogue this season. Get in the
are many campus organizations
anxious and willing to accept
have

a

talent,

don’t

be

E. McGarry

the old are gold.”
jewelry is very much in
swim of things. ‘There
and activities that are
new members.
If you

afraid

to let it be

known.

‘Talents were passed out to be used not to be hidden
in an obscure corner. Unfortunately, unlike wine,
they do not mellow with the years of sitting untouched. A whole world of opportunities and friends is
waiting at your fingertips - - - - don’t let it slip by.
The “sorority of women students” needs you just as
you need it.
Let’s put ugly gossip and past dislikes
and prejudices in the background and work together
for a happier and more successful year.

—R. E. M.
a
TRENDS

Rs
OF

For the last four years

Se
OUR

TIMES

the wardrobe

of the ayv-

erage American girl has consisted largely of numerous baggy sweaters, pleated skirts, boxy double-breasted boy coats, crew hats, thick woolen socks and dirty
saddle shoes. After such a long period of extreme
casualness in dress, it is little wonder that this year
college clothes will run to the opposite extreme emphasizing neatness, femininity and smartness.
Starting with the feet we find the disreputable
saddle shoes replaced by smart suede casuals, leather
or suede play shoes, brown leather loafers or even
black kid ballet slippers. Silk hose or what’s left of

last summer’s tan have usurped the place of heavy
unflattering socks. Skirts are either very straight or
very full. They are slightly longer giving better lines
to the wearer. Gaudy studded belts or plain leather

ones are often worn at the waist.

Shirtmakers have

outdone themselves this year to create hundreds of ditferent styles of blouses. Wool jersey is a popular material especially if it is made up in a long-sleeved turtlenecked style. Dressier blouses can be found in rayon
crepe, silk jersey or shantung. Fitted coats are popular

in both three quarter and full lengths.

Hats are the

one item in the feminine wardrobe that manages to
change style each year. They are as silly as ever this
year with a few conservative models for consevative
people.
A possible explanation for this sudden sweeping
change may be the ending of the war and consequently the ending of material shortages. Situations had
become so bad at the close of the war that very often
the manufacturer did not know where his next bolt
of material was coming from. Another possible reason
may be the demand on the part of the American
woman for more feminine and flattering clothes, this
demand arising from the fact that a goodly portion of
our male population will soon return to the confines
of our own land. Regardless of the reasons, the new
fashions are here and already being prominently
displayed on college campuses.

—Mary
*
Open

Letter

to all New

Frances

*

CavaNaucH

*
U.

D.

Students:

Hi kids! Howya doin’g? Are all you nice freshmen back in trim again now that initiation is over?
It wasn’t so bad after all, now was it? Someday you'll
look back on your initiation as one of the happiest
To you who
periods of your lives. (It says here.)
are taking your first faltering steps through the portals
of higher learning, we who are soor to stagger
out through those self-same portals say, “Greetings
and felicitations!”

We

In this respect our library differs from no other.
does have good books though. I know - (I shouldn’t have said that - one once.
labelled as a “brain” from now on.) The
is also very quiet and conducive to sleep.
sleep there without fear of interruption - few students frequent those hallowed halls.

It

- I read
- I'll be
library
You can
- only a

The music room is a much more time worn but also
a much more famous and beloved spot. Many of
our students are majoring in Thespians and majoring
in Gamma Chi and WAA.
All three of these organizations claim the music room as headquarters.
Some people attend classes there and certain others

torture the student body with practising their music
there but all that is entirely incidental.
Well, I guess that is about all I have to say except to repeat that we hope that you will like it here.
Visit the Women’s Lounge occasionally if you have
no place else to go and make a lot of friends - - - some
of the nicest people go to school here. I was going
to include something here about a St. Bernard dog
with a keg of unsharpened pencils around his neck but

1 couldn’t quite make any connection so I will just
have to leave it out.
Yours

for a bigger and

better school year,
—Mary CoTreRMAN

Kee
WE - - - the Women is your
it.
Any matter pertaining to
can properly be aired on this
your contributions, suggestions
will be sincerely welcomed.

page. Make use of
the women students
page. Let me have
and opinions. ‘They
—Epiror

know that you will enjoy your sojourn here

at the University. You will find plenty of opportunities among the various organizations here on the
campus to indulge both your intellectual and your
social prowess. If worst comes to worst and you find
time weighing heavily upon your hands, you can always use it to study. Studying is one of the necessary evils of college life. Fortunately, it is not habit-

forming.

Most of our students can proudly say that

they can take it or leave it. I'll give you three guesses
as to which we do the most of.
Of the many prominent installations on the cam-

pus, one of the most useful is the library.
as you may know,

is a place in which

A library,

books are kept.
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FRESHMAN
WELCOME
DANCE
The Welcome Dance for
Freshmen

was

held

Crutcher,

the

at the Miami

Ed

Campus

FACULTY

THE UNIVERSITY
LECTURE SERIES

Hotel on Saturday night, October
3 from nine to twelve. Music was
furnished by Earl Holderman and
his orchestra. Co-chairmen of the
dance committee were Madeliene
Unger and Jack Dawson. The decorations committee consisted of
Patty Justice, chairman, assisted by
Marjorie

The

Marrinan,

Mary Ellen Sacksteder, Joe Wack
and
Winnifred
Coates.
Mary
Grace Behringer was chairman of
the ticket committee which consisted of Patty Ralph, Leo Busse,
Jean
LeBoeuf,
Tom
McCarthy,
Bob Buehler, Rod Kreitzer, Jeanne
Warman,
and Vincent
Parlette.

Mary Beth Wood and Evelyn Boyer were in charge of reservations.
At the dance the balloting for the
freshman king and queen’ took
place and the announcement of the
election results was made at the intermission. Marianna Monty and
Frank Tansy were in charge of the
election. George Hohm was elected king and Pauline Fecho was
elected queen.

The University of Dayton will
sponsor a scries of five lectures this
winter, the first in what we hope
will be regular feature in the Unt
versity’s educational program. ‘The
support of the people of Dayton
will determine whether this hope
will be realized. In this first series
will be found a group of speakers
qualified by their education and
experience to survey the international scene and to give us an insight into the problems confronting the United States and the rest
of the world. ‘The tickets for the
series will cost three dollars. Admission for single lectures will be
one dollar and twenty cents. The
place is the ball room of the Biltmore Hotel and the time is Sunday
evening, 8:15. The speakers in the
series are Hallet Abend,

November

11, subject: “America’s Stake in the
Pacific;’

Oskar

Halecki,

December

9, subject: “Poland’s Past and Present;” William

Henry

Chamberlain,

January 13, subject: “Russia Today and Tomorrow;” Rev. James
M. Gillis, of the Paulist Fathers

Bob Lause, Mary Ann
Kreitzer,

Ann

thony Portilla.

Matson

Kessen, Rod
and

An-

Rose,

S.M.,

head

of the de-

sistant dean and acting head of the
division of business

administration;

Brother George Drury, S.M., assist-

ant professor of biology; and Brother Albert Rose, who is a twin broth-

er of Brother Louis Rose.
REGISTRATION

time students in the day classes.
This semester the University has
the largest number
of women
students; the 606 in the day classes
is fifty per cent men and fifty per

concern in the

Unger, and Vincent Parlette. Those
who assisted the committee in the
initiation of the frosh were Mary
Frances Kavanaugh, Jack Gosiger,

Louis

partment of electrical engineering;
Brother George Nagel, S.M., as-

The University will not have a
football team this fall but basket
ball will be inaugurated again this
winter.
Jim Carter has returned
to U.D.
During the war he was

ler,

Madeleine

S.M. is the

SPORTS

subject: “The Spanish Problem;”
Frank J. Sheed, March 3, subject:
“The Church in Present-Day Europe.”

Coates,

Brother Albert Rose,

new instructor of political science.
He came to the University, from
Cathedral Latin School in Cleveland, Ohio.
In the chemistry department Brother
John
Lucier,
S.M. is the new instructor from
Chaminade High school, Mineola,
Long
Island.
Brother Michael
Grandy, S.M. returns to the department of physics after a short absence of one semester. The new
alumni secretary is Miss Mary Shay,
a graduate of the class of 1944.
During the summer four of the faculty celebrated the silver jubilee of
their religious profession:
Brother

The present school year began
on September 17 with an_ enrollment in the day classes of 606 and
curiously enough with an_ enrollment of 606 in the night classes.
The freshman class numbers 216.
Of this number of freshmen thirty-six are cadet nurses from St.

and Editor of the Catholic World,

INITIATION
The two events of the freshman
initiation were the “big sister” tea
for the coeds on ‘Tuesday, September 16 and the cap crowning
ceremony in the gym on Wednesday, September 24. The
sophomore committee in charge of the
initiation consisted of: Tom McCarthy, Patty Justice, Jack Dawson,
Mary Beth Wood, Kenneth Morissey, Marjorie Crutcher, Bob BuehWinifred

CHANGES

recreational
ton.
his
ball
we

director

for a business

state

of Washing-

Now that he has
old position of
coach, and coach
hope to start the

come back to
assistant footof basket ball
U.D. athletic

program
basket

rolling

this winter

Elizabeth

Hospital

who

are

full

cent women. In the day and night
classes 110 discharged veterans are
registered.

@

with

ball.
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NUTR

ANPUS
Hi

there,

U.D.

Ites!

Go

crawl

under your covers and hide
heads under your pillows.
for?
‘Cause as of this issue
on this page will be found
new “gab ’n gossip” column,
ten bye. aw, you don’t

your
Why
and
your
writreally

want to know, do you? And even if

you do, I refuse to tell. I value
my neck too much. Anyway you'd

better behave

yourselves

and

be

good little boys and girls, because
your U.D. reporter sees all, knows
all, and tells all.

Before I start giving
lush tidbits,

in the

with

name

my

Bing and Frank of Nashville sho’
gave a unique rendition of our loyalty march at one of the Frosh
meptings: 255; I noticed that we
have Fairview’s 1945 May Queen in
our midst this year. Not bad,
hmmmm? .... My congratulations
to Annette for her promotion of
the good neighbor policy. I think

it’s swell, honey. ’Scuse

it, Dick,

just my affectionate nature. . . And
have you noticed those sparklers
worn by Pat McDounough
and
Gloria Colp? This love business
must be the thing. And hey, Mag:
gie, what about this Coast Guard
of yours?

of the

University of Dayton, my heartiest

welcome to the pride of our campus, the returned veterans. It’s
swell to have you with us, fellows.
Here’s hoping that the spirit of our
alma mater has a top rating in your

Oh
you
dead
good

yes, Initiation. I know most
Frosh wish it were a’ topic
and buried but there are some
items too good to pass up.

The

“Big Ten,”

T.

McM.,

V. P.,

And if you get lonesome,

M.U.,-W. ©; B-B.-J..D M: C.,

(mind you I said IF) just call
RA OOO-ohhhh! What am I say~ ing? And also a most
friendly
“Hi” to all the Cadet Nurses. Have

P. J., K. M., and M.G.B., really did

hearts.

a lot of fun and best of luck with
your studies.

you a little hint, her name is CharWhat

about

that, Pat R.?2 .... How do yall

like those “suthun” accents floating around the campus these days?
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now famous “Jelly Bean.” Let's
have more of it, boy! .... The
committee
on “decorating”
the
scrubbed faces of the frosh did a
pretty thorough job, a fact well
known to the frosh when they
made futile attempts at washing
the lipstick and pencil off... ..
Shirley Duerr now has ai valid
recommendation for the job of janitress after her expert mopping of
the stage after all was over.
I’m

seriously afraid our gym will never
be

the

same.

. . . Well,

now

all

is ended as far as initiation is concerned until next year when I’m
sure the present company of fresh-

men will retaliate on the incoming
frosh. More power to you!

Trimbach

made quite an impressive judge in
his black robe and_ his judicial
WOKS. 22 57) Ken Morrisey is still
amazed at the fact that he’s still

alive after his prosecutions on the

But now to get crackin’ with
what’s
what
and
who's’
who.
Saaaaay — have you heard Jerry De
Prisco play that but solid boogie?
It’s strictly on a top burner, def!
And here’s a pat on the back for
playing for over 200 girls at the Big
Sister Tea. That took Courrrrrage!
And I’m not just beatin’ my gums,
ONUINS
Have you noticed
the love light in the eyes of the
new two-some. (At least they’re always together.) I really shouldn’t
tell you who it is, but just to give
lotte and his is Leo.

a fine job. . . . Kenny

recognize our babies in their role of
being fed wah-wah by the singing
Sallies of UD.
Bob Bowmaker
looked chic, but yes, in his babyblue bonnet. ... . Louie Sacksteder seems to have won the hearts
of all with his interpretation of the

fatal night... .. It seems our peroxide blonde didn’t like to comply
with regulations, did you, Frank?
Excuse me, are my fangs showing?
. ... Amid the goo and flour of
the ceremony I was able to recognize

some

of our

fair

UD

frosh,

now to be known as freshmen. Under this mass of mask were seen
Mary Hagan, Helen Vlahos, and
Shirley Tingle. I readily admit
that I have seen them looking more
glamorous. .. . P. Keifer didn’t do
so badly herself in that gunney sack

Don’t

you think

that

Ada

Kay

and Bonnie, as co-chairmen, should

be congratulated on their success
with the Gamma Chi - Thespian
Tea Dance?
It was a lot of fun
meeting new UD students, dancing, playing cards, and eating the

delish

refreshments

prepared

by

the committee. . . . Wanda Ringo
and her soldier friend did some
pretty fine steppin’ as her corsage,
the prize, duly testified. . . . Miss
Meyers and Mr. Sullivan were on
the: ball," i000. <s
Incidentally,
Higgins that was sharrrrrrrp_jitterbuggin’

but,

tell me

Peg,

can you

walk?

gown, with a shampoo of molasses
and flour in her brown locks and
a facial of cheese (the kind that

makes you hold your

nose)

and

paint on her pert face. . . . Did you

Well,

I hope)

“friends”

time

(I hope, I hope,

to go scouting for

more gab. See you unfortunate victims in the next issue.

Student Essays. HAVE

I REALLY

LIVED?

I sometimes wonder if I’ve lived
at all .. . the way tolks are meant
to live . . | mean I wonder if my
life has held the fortunes that the
other ones have held . . . or if my
life was just a sample . . . something that the fates had conjured
... an experiment .. . a trial without a purpose or a plan. . . ‘hey
said, “Let's see what happens to
this man,” and then they endowed

him with the common senses. . . .
He could see and hear and _ his
speech was unimpaired. He _ was
well-equipped to think, to do, to
want,

and

then set free. . . ‘That’s

the way I think it started. . . And
this is why I wonder. . . Have I
really lived?
*%*

*

x

%

*

Then I saw a sunrise and a sunset.. .:. both elegant in hue...
and I viewed the wonder of the

sky’s unfaltering blue. . . I heard
a wondrous meiody that set my
heart at ease... And I spent a quiet
hour underneath some willow trees.
. . . l’ve walked along a woodland
path, sweet-scented and so still... .
a note of happiness came from the
whippoorwill. . . . I’ve met the sun,
the rain, the wind . . . and always
with a leaping heart. . . . And I’ve
hated everytime some season had
to part. . . I’ve watched the artistry of wintertime . . . the wonder

all in white.

. . I’ve reveled and

I’ve dreamed in a golden campfire’s
light. . . From literature I’ve gleaned the poetry of pensive souls, and
the wisdom of sages. . . I’ve roamed
with pirates, generals, vagabonds,
through history’s thrilling pages. . .
Along my way I chanced to come
upon some children in the street
and their laughter and their simple

games made aging hard to meet. . .

newed old friendships, saw new
beauty . . . enjoyed at leasure all
I'd missed through duty. . .
Rivas

And

one

kk

day,

—Norris

D.

HEettwic,

x

Okinawa

Being a newcomer to the fair city
of Dayton, | am tempted to torm
opinions and judge it tor its good
and bad, points. Using Chicago
as my yard stick, norm or measure | mentally stack the different
points of Dayton up against those
of my native city, ‘hese are just
my explanations of my impressions,
some dim and others more vivid
and at times bothersome and homesick-making.
Dayton lies somewhat south of
Chicago and this must account tor
the local inhabitants general acquisition of the much-joked-about
southern accent or drawl. ‘The

close proximity of the Mason and
Dixon line and the influx of
people from the South during
the war are probably as I see it a
factor in the origin of this drawl.
The down-town district, is the

U.S.

Main

street with

its

hotels, large stores and shops lining both sides of it and the grocery
stores and small markets in. the outlying residential sections. ‘The bus
and street car systems are quite perplexing to strangers, for there are so
many different buses run by ditferent companies, but; after a tew
friendly questions put to the friend-

. . . and

quite understandable.

soon

and lone-

town,

found

the

easy

anywhere

transfer

around

system

is

The few hills or steep inclines as

I perhaps

should

make

tor

extra

glow out through the haze.
The monument on the square
seems to be one of the things tor
the sightseers, as well as a landmark
for giving directions to go any-

where in the city. I have not had
art places but I am sure that Dayton has its share of show places
and educational displays for the lo-

FIRST IMPRESSIONS
OF DAYTON

usual

of town

pretty scenes too.
I have noticed
these to be especially striking at
twilight when the street lights

time as yet to see the museums and

-*&

ing, planning as before

liness that came with war .. . re-

was

. . . And all the happiness that I
had hoped for, all the dreams I
longed to live, came flooding into
being. . . It was then I knew...
that day . .. and to the end of
time. . . I had really lived!

ly folks

the ugliness

fate

kindest to me, I met you, my love.

I’ve been to war and witnessed desolation, hardships, pain. . . Then
victory was ours and I got home
again. . . I started building, workforgot

middle

oe

when

make the streets quite picturesque.
The bridges and the low river
which
winds
around
near the

describe

them

cal and visiting peoples.

Ohio’s Sale Tax at first puzzled
me no end for its differs in its be-

ginning rate from that of Illinois.
Although several people have tried
to explain, that in the end it runs

no more

than that of any other

state, still it seems

I collect more

of those bothersome little yellow
squares than I ever paid out extra
pennies in Illinois.
Although my heart will always
be in Chicago, my first love, so far
Dayton has opened its friendly
arms and made me quite contented
to spend this brief interval of my
life here.
—Brrry JuNE Moyer
Ko
THANK
Once

friends

when

YOU
I

was

of mine desiring

ill,

two

to help

make my stay in bed a little more
pleasant, brought me a fur dog for
a gift. Upon receiving it I was
naturally pleased but at the same
time a little astonished to have
such a gift given to me.
In the days that followed their
visit, especially when I was alone,
I grew to have quite an affection
for the dog but after I was well,
I practically forgot he existed.
As is usual in a case of this

kind, I came to the place where |
put him

away and

only occasional-

ly would I take him out to brush
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him;

then

I would.

invariably

re-

turn him to his now permanent
home, a dresser drawer.
Recently I took him out for one
of his brushings, but instead of putting him back, I decided to give
him to some child who might find
some pleasure playing with him.
The little girl 1 gave the dog to is
slightly over a year old. When I

presented it to her, her eyes became very bright and she eagerly
put out her arms to embrace it.
When I had received the gift I

had said a polite but enthusiastic
“thank you,” but the way Susie
thanked me was much _ sweeter.
Since she hasn’t attained the age
where she can express her thoughts
with words, she instead picked her
favorite doll and let me hold it. I
suppose she must have thought this
wasn’t sufficient demonstration of
her gratitude for she took her own
white shoes and let me hold them

also.
You see, the way I knew she was
expressing her thanks was the fact
that while I have often visited in
her home,

this was the first time |

was ever permitted to hold any of
her treasured possessions.
—HELEN ‘TURNER
Wee
SHIFTS THAT PASS
IN THE LIGHT
My auditing faculties suffer a severe set-back when I meet that
pulsing line of humanity that filters
through the stalls that mark the
starting point for dayshift workers
of the airfields. Regardless of what
mathematical maneuverings I resort
to I inevitably reach my particular
bus in such a position that I am
forced to assume the role of
standee.
On those few occasions when I
have indulged the rare luxury of a
seat I have invariably found myself
dividing my attention between my
magazine or newspaper and_ the
ever changing aspect of the landscape. Long
conditioned
to a

swingshift routine I have revelled
in knowing again the zestful fresh-

ness of early morning atmosphere,

the colorful and awe-inspiring spectacle

of

an

breath-taking,
Page

eastern

or

the

mist-enshrouded

vis-

twenty-two

sun,

ta of the sudden rise of a hill when
the sky stoops down to meet the
dew-kissed earth. ‘To sacrifice all
this for the drabness of standing is
ever a dismal prospect.
Yes, standing can prove an irksome business, that is, unless one
takes a position facing the left side
of the nghway and proceeds to observe the passing parade of the multifarious throng that “shares-thetide.” It is through such accidental circumstances that I have arrived at the conviction that life is
replete with tremendous compensations.
My eye fastens on a car. Sailing along in shock-absorbent splen-

medley of personality is merged into a mad scramble for their varied
scenes of labor. Bobby sox blend

dor is an imposing,

FATE OF A
GARDEN WORM

firm

and

fully

packed, be-spectacled figure whose
portly proportions give her a commanaing air. She’s headed for personnel and one glance reveals her
days are devoted to telling people
where to get on-and off. Comes a
car of high commissioned officers.
With long studied scrupulousness
they have developed that casual air.
‘They wear their bars and stars as
if to the manor-born.
In another
car, securely nestling between two
officers is a slim, lithe and carefully turned out thing. Her correctly
coiffured head and the imperious
gestures of her flame tipped hands
are unmistakable indication that
she not only knows where she’s
going but is definitely on her way.
In rapid rolling succession pass
intermittently those whose every aspect retlects the awareness of being
on parade and, in striking contrast,
those whose utter abandon suggests
the intimacy of a private boudoir.
The scene is punctuated by those
nondescript and studious creatures
who are determined to read the
news at any cost, the yawning sophisticate
who
dramatizes
the
events

of

the

night

before,

the

sleepy-eyed and obese creature who,
between nods, munches a bite from

her sandwich.
orful

car

Then follows a col-

full, one

of whose

occu-

pants is sprawled full-length across
the chair-section of the seven-pas-

senger model, while the others add
a

nodding

car goes

accompaniment

as

the

rolling, rolling on.

Engrossed in this passing panorama I am hardly aware of my even-

tual arrival at the Field where this

with bared legs.
capped
and well

‘The smartly
proportioned

Amny personnel mixes with the daring baldness and slightly bulging

mid-riff of the would-be debonair

civilian.
For the moment this heterogeneous multitude is of one purpose as
it scurries in myriad directions to
punch a time-clock that will mark
the beginning of the dayshift activity.
—FREDERICA _ KATHERYNE BUNTON
KK

‘They were such ugly looking
creatures
as I watcned
them
squirm around in the bottom of

the old rusty tin can and realized
the horror of the repulsive task
that lay before me.
It was my first experience at baiting a hook and I knew it would be
an unpleasant one. I was told that
this time it was up to me; no more
pushing the can or worms and hook
before good old Dad with, “Ugh!
Dad, you do it.” | knew | was on
my own; no worm

baiting, no fish-

ing.
With pole in hand and line and
hook hung before me, I closed my
eyes tightly, hoping it wouldn’t be
as bad if 1 couldn’t see what I was
doing.
I reached a_ hesitating
hand,

now

clammy

with a

sort of

cold sweat, down deep into the dirt
and felt something move between
my fingers; My first impulse was
to jerk away and completely give
up but I thought of the jeers that

would follow of “Scaredy Cat’ or
“Sissy Britches.”
I realized the
only way to save my pride was to
follow through with it.
I found the courage to open my
eyes, and my fingers found their

way around a fat, juicy little number that would appear appetizing
only to a fish. I watched him roll
his slimy body through my fingers.
He struggled violently to escape,
but I held him

tightly, realizing it

was either his life

or

a burning

shame I would suffer.
Raising the waiting hook into
position, I quickly pushed the cen-

RHES
Those

returning

telephone
TO

CALL

So— give
Make

AJVO

only

the

veterans

minute

they

want

to

get

chummy

hit the

U.S.

THEY

distance

calls

and

with
WANT

HOME.

them

a break.

essential

long

make

calls brief.

THE

OHIO

a

BELL

TELEPHONE

COMPANY

those

termost
through

section of
the point.

my _ victim
He fought

even stronger and I was almost
tain he would work himself to
dom.
I wrapped him about
hook several times and pierced

again.

Having

fastened

him

cerfreethe
him

se-

curely, I breathed a deep sigh of
relief. ‘There was a feeling of satisfaction as I admired the result of
my efforts.
It was a lovely sight as my pride
and joy dangled before me on the
hook and I watched it squirm as
I slowly dropped my line down in-

to the water and settled back com-

fortably to wait for the fish to bite.
—Berry Burnetr
Kok
SYSTEM

Large companies have grown to
meet the needs of this nation; such

a company is the American ‘Telephone and Telegraphi Company,
parent company of the Bell System.
It is almost impossible to write
without detail about the Bell System from birth. In 1921, because
of the small growth of small competing companies. furnishing poor
service, Congress passed the Graham Act.
‘This exempted telephony as far as consolidation of
competing companies was concern-

By this time the public had

decided to have one telephone service — a monopoly in each area.
The System, which is about fourfifths of the telephone industry in
the

United

States,

consists

of sev-

enteen regional operating organizations. These furnish service to every state in the Union, including
rural districts.
The Company has the. largest
and most efficient industrial labor-

atories in the world.
laboratories,

outstretched, sailing in the everlasting blue. It was but a sheen, a

ers; the Traffic Department, includ-

shimmer,

ing

the

ter; but now I desire nothing more

switchboards;

and, the Commercial

Department,

which

on earth than to hold her.’ Day
after day the hunter searched the

the

members,

of the

already

system.

highly

developed

‘Telephony “was born and raised”
in the laboratories.
Every job is
created by technology.
The Bell
System owns the Western Electric
Company,
which
manufactures
equipment and purchases supplies
for the operation companies.
The management is operated by
three main departments consisting

Page twenty-four

work

includes.
to take

serorders

who

are carefully

select-

ed, are under the jurisdiction of the
Federal Communication Commission.

System

employs

thousands

of people. Regardless of the work
he is to do each person is trained
thoroughly before going out to the
job. For example the service representative has six or eight weeks
of classroom

instruction,

in

both

clerical and contact work. After
she learns how to handle each thing

that may come up in a days work
she is given a file and is then ready
to meet the public to settle their

difficulties,

and

give

them

satis-

factory service.
As a public utility, the Bell System has an obligation to serve the
public as they wish to be served.
Now that the war has ended the
Bell system intends to say “yes”
to every public demand, and to improve and give tha best service
possible. The goal may be summed
up in a simple quotation used in
the

business

office,

pleasing service,

all.”

“If

it

isn’t

it isn’t service at

—Dorotuy

BEarp

«=k
THE

of re-

search, find improvements

who

vice representatives

Daily these

in the process

operators

and the accounting forces who prepare the bills. Each group has supervisors and managers. The district
manager is over all.
The ultimate control of the Bell
System is the Board of Directors of
the American Telephone and Telegraph
Company.
‘These board

The

THE BELL
TELEPHONE

ed.

of the Plant, which is the construction crews, repairmen and _install-

QUEST

There is a story of a hunter over
whom a great shadow passed as he
waited in the rushes for the coming
of the birds. All that he saw was a
reflection in the water, but he was

filled with a burning desire to see
the thing again. Only with his
friends would he share his experience.

“I have seen today,” he said,

“that which

I never saw before —

a vast white bird with

silver wings

a reflection

in’

the

wa-

woods, beside the lake, among the
tushes, but he never found that for

which he sought.
One day he
came upon an old man who was
called Wisdom.
And the hunter
cried, “O you who have lived here
so long, tell me, what is the great
wild bird I have seen sailing
through the blue? They would have
me

believe

she

is a

dream;

the

shadow of my own head.” The old
man smiled and said, “Her name is

Truth. He who has seen her never
rests again. He will desire her as
long as he lives.”
The greatest. quest in all history
when all others have failed has
been the quest of truth. Often it
comes

in the form

of a revolution,

a political or social upheaval. But
in every age men have turned to
those who are wise, asking: “What
is truth? Where shall we find it?”
We who are young must take up
the age-old quest with new vigor.
We may find the road to truth
through
the arts and _ sciences;
through philosophy and_ religion;
through the records of human experience which we find in the
Bible and other books; also through

our friendship and fellowship with
those with whom we communicate
daily. As long as divorce, prostitution, crime, rottenness in politics,
barbarism in industry, exploitation
of race, misunderstanding between
nations, intolerance within our own
nation thrive, we know there is a

long way to go toward the attainment of a sound democratic and
Christian civilization.
—JOAN SIDES
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